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probably lacks in depth but cannot possibly be
wrong in substance.

A good deal of my time was given to going to
theatres. I found the plays exceedingly good, both
dramas and musical comedies. The acting was
faultless and the staging superb. In dramatic art,
London is supposed to lead the Anglo-Saxon world:
but I found New York just as good in every branch
of the art, and in the matter 6f daring and originality
of the plots and the psychological ingenuity with
which they were worked out I thought it took a
distinct lead. But the best and most prominent
actors there have nothing of the personal influence,
none of that hold on the popular imagination which
the leading actors of the English stage have and
which makes the latter such an important asset of
society and gives them so intimate a share in the
life of the people at large.

In spite of all the sight-seeing I was doing and all
the amusements I was having, 1 felt very lonely and
low in spirits all the many days I was in New York.
I was away from friends and had made no new ones
to replace them. No doubt I took a keen interest
in all that I saw and heard, but I could not say I
enjoyed them in any real sense of the term. The
more I travelled, the more I felt that half the joy
of travelling came from imparting to some congenial
spirit by your side your living impressions of the
things you saw in front of you and the responses
which they in their turn brought to you. I felt as I
had never felt before what it was to be lonely in a
cipwd: and the constant remembrance of the one